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Acknowledgement to Country: 
This magazine is created and published on the Indigenous land of 
The Eora Nation, of which sovereignty was never ceded. 


We ask to pay respect to all Indigenous Peoples both past, present 
and future. This land was and always will be Aboriginal Land. 


This is the fourth issue of Plinky Plonky Magazine: © quarterly 
hodgepodge of art, design, fiction, essays, photography and much more. 
It’s spring and the final issue of the year. So, while reflecting on an 
amazing year of Plinky Plonky, I’d like to thank everyone for reading and 
those who have contributed. You legends are, 

E. Byrne, Cid, Euterpes’ Bianca, Conrad, Mim and Oscar, Adam Fayed, 
Luke Grace, Joseph Hathaway-Wilson, Archie Kavanagh Sharman, 
Savarm Khanna, Zeina Kho, Brenda, David Lim, Pazz, Curtis Powell, Alek 
Stoikovich, Mia Tikellis and Ishtar Van Looy. 2023 will be packed year of 
some amazing work, and I’m excited to show you what we’re working on! 
- Thierry St. Quintin; creator, 
chief editor and director of all things Plinky Plonky. 
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By Thierry St. Quintin 
POETRY 


Simone wanted to freeze her head, 
At first I didn’t understand, 
Said something about not worrying, 
To not worry about the end of time, 
“Pl! outlast death, and thus, I'll be fine” 


She wouldn’t worry of the last time she’d tie her shoes, 
Nor, would she stress about environmental decay, 
She’d watch humanity evolve day after day, 

The story of our species is forever underway, 


They'd sprawl across the stars 
As humanity becomes supersonic, 
Augmenting their bodies, becoming cybernetic, 
Cosmic-beings that are completely bizarre, 
Simone would stay the same, 
A frozen head with nothing to claim, 


rx 


Simone wanted to freezer her head, 
A mind that now grew worried, 
There’d come a day she’d be alone, 
Ahead on Earth with folks on Mercury, 
Her fate would remain unknown, 


So maybe she didn’t need to freeze her mind, 
Simone only needed to accept her demise, 
To see the beauty of her fleeting life, 


Everyday begins to feel endless, 
Perhaps there’d be no worth to guess, 
To worry less of what might occur, 
To appreciate how time is a simple blur, 
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The Winter Survey; 


To close the year, we did one final invterview to find what spring means, 
as well as reflect on the fruits that 2022 brought. And don’t forget to 
check out the peoples choice playlist below! 


G G How have you been? 


Chaotically fruitful! Ups and downs 
and every grey area in-between 


P can’t tell Legendary 5 5 


Simultaneously eventful and 
uneventful 


What word would you use to describe this year? 


G G Aberrant Oscillation 
Tumultuous 9 9 


Legendary 


What colour is Spring? What does it smell like? 


6 6 Soft pink + yellow, mildly fragrant flowers 
Little pink, frangipanis 


Byoyoyoyoyoyong springs are metal and bouncy and smell like metal 


Yellow, ochre 95 
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As the end of the year nears, how do you feel? Did 
you complete the goals you set?” 


Perpetual unfulfillment but Pm not sure how I feel. I’ve done a lot this 

also yes? I feel I’m constantly year, yet I feel like I haven’t accomplished 
6 6 searching but I feel contentin enough. 

it. 


I reached my goal ofbetterment Excited 

in moments / at times 
Confused at how fast time passes - not all my © 9 
goals but usually more than I anticipate :0 Can't fail at goals I never set <3 


Name something you’re excited for, 
either this year or next. 


Going to see Big Thief at the 
6 6 Enmore Theatre!!! 

Filming ;) 

Seeing more live music !! 

Christmas! 


Just sharing with friends and beloveds. 


Travel! And art! 9 9 


What have you been listening to lately? 


Face Figure - Maraudeur 
6 6 Hate to See you Heart Broke - Paramore 
touch tank - Quinnie 
Pelota - Khruangbin 
The Room - Flying Lotus 
Family Tree - Kenny Beats 
Chinatown Wars (Remix) - Ghostface Killah, MF DOOM 
JUGGERNAUT - Tyler, The Creator © 9 


Scan The Code Below To Listen 


© ۰۱۸۸۸ 
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The Plinky Plonky 
Spring Playlist 
(2022) 


1. Everybody’s Talkin’ - Harry Nilsson 

2. RABi - Bon Iver 

3. The Man In Me - Bob Dylan 

4. Before You Gotta Go - Courtney Barnett 

5. Goodbye Mr. Blue - Father John Misty 

6. Honey - King Gizzard & The Lizard Wizard 

7. Me & Magdalena - The Monkees 

8. Another One - Mac DeMarco 

9. fall in line - Fana Hues 

10. Dreams - Solange 

11. The Room - Flying Lotus 

12. Season’s Greetings - Stella Donnelly 

13. Spring Has Sprung - Skegss 

14. Spring - Angel Olsen 

15. Dancing In The Dark - Bruce Springsteen 

16. Pd Like To Walk Around In Your Mind - Vashti Bunyan 
17. Crucify Your Mind - Rodriguez 

18. April Comes She Will - Simon & Garfunkel 

19. Run Of The Mill (Day 2 Demo / Take 1) - George Harrison 
20. Pink Moon - Nick Drake 

21. Taking Me Back (Gently) - Jack White 

22. (Ummmm, Oh Yeah) Dearest - Buddy Holiday 
23. You Didn’t Have To Be So Nice - The Lovin’ Spoonful 
24.1 Think I Like When It Rains - Willis 

25. (Sittin’ On) the Dock of the Bay - Otis Redding 
26. You and Me - Penny & The Quarters 

27. Dream Lover - Bobby Darin 

28. Hey Lover - The Daughters of Eve 

29. Somebody’s In Love - Yo La Tengo 

30. Traveling Man - Ricky Nelson 

31. lIl Be Your Mirror - The Velvet Underground 
32. Quite Like You - Andy Shauf 

33. Cayendo (Side A - Acoustic) - Frank Ocean 

34. Blue Moon (Take 9/M) Elvis Presley 

35. A Sunday Kind Of Love - Etta James 

36. Connaissais de Face - Kyruangbin 


37. Miguel’s Happy Dance - Thundercat 7 lay list Arn anged by 

38. The Night Me and Your Mama Met - Childish Gambino re cio 

39. Glitter - Tyler, The Creator Avaliable on Spotify, 

40. Wake-Up - Kelly Lee Owens simply scan thecodeorsearch 
Jor User Plinky Plonky 
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“Herbs in The Living Room” 


O 


On Fridays, after school, my father took us to our grandparent’s place on Abercorn Street. 

Jidou and Tata’s. 

Without fail, I would fling my shoes off at the door and stampede my way through the 
peeled hallways with the crooked picture frames until I reached the living room. There I would sit 
by Jidou’s knees and rest my head on his lap whilst he gently patted my frizzy hair. 

On the special days we would hold hands. 

No Oxford letters were arranged and exchanged at Jidou’s and Tata’s. 

To my right, situated magisterially above the fireplace, were the framings of foreign syl- 
lables and letters that my Jidou looked at and whispered to. I stayed by his knees while he loyally 
recited these words and one’s similar. He always shut his eyes and breathed in deeply upon comple- 
tion. On those days he would squeeze my hand a little tighter, pat a little longer. 

The aroma of nameless herbs always filled the hallways. The smell was a vibrancy likened to 
nothing I’ve ever known. I could never get enough of it. Seeped in the couch cushions, roaming the 


blankets, and parading the carpets was the unforgettable scent of my Jidou and Tata’s herbs. 
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Ready by the table near the fireplace were Tata’s mauve, opaque bowls with the deep blue vines 
dancing along the rim. There was never a time where the table were without its bowls. Reminders of 
our struggles and our fortunes are hidden in their surfaces. Chips along the edges and faded vines 
cling to the glass like a desperate embrace. 

The same bowls that were purchased in 1973 from the local shop located in Khiam, a large 
town in the governate of Southern Lebanon. Those same glass bowls were used every time. No 
bigger than the size of two hands cupped together, her bowls dutifully offered their aliments to any 


who entered. 


Every day, without fail, Tata served the foods of our family. 
تواريخ!‎ 


The unmistakable sweetness of the fibres lingered across my tongue like a safe embrace. 
المكسرات المملحة2‎ 


The salty crunch of the hickory, walnuts, almonds, cashews, and pistachios beckoned me over with 


their moreish power. 


فاكهة التو ت3 


Tart, juicy fruits were always picked freshly offthe mulberry tree from the corner ofthe 


yard and served with a dash oflemon juice. 


And as I sit by my Jidou’s legs whilst the hundreds of people come and go over the years, I 
grew accompanied with the glass bowls. I grew to rely on the glass bowls. To return to the distinct 
aroma that wafted from the treats within. 

Tata routinely walking around the room when our family is over, bowing as she offered the 


.تواريخ 


1. Dates 
2. Salted Nuts 
3. Mulberry Fruits 
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Everyone knew thatto deny Jidou and Tata’s offerings was a fate no one dared considered. Their 
offering expanded beyond the glass bowls in the living room. Much, much more. 


A kaleidoscope of foods was cooked by Jidou and Tata. 


“To your infinite health” 


They would say as they offered you plates and plates of their freshly made vine rolls, kibbeh, 
kafta, tabouli or cousa. pickled eggplant seasoned with darkened chilies. Tossed tabouli sprinkled 
with sumac, seven spices and hand squeezed lemon juice. Lentils and savory yoghurt made sweet 
with caramelized onion and a heavy sprinkle cumin. Slow cooked lamb on a bed of warm rice and 
pine nuts infused with fenugreek and cayenne pepper. IfI thought the aroma was strong before, I 
knew nothing until they cooked the foods of our people. 

Hours spent preparing and dicing and boiling and stirring and pickling and mixing and 
baking the foods to perfection. The combination of herbs changed every time they cooked but only 
made the food even richer and even homier. No recipe or exact measurement could tie the meals 
down to earth. Perfection in imperfection. An intergalactic love made tangible through food. 

Jidou would look at me and smile as his hand diced the onion with an immeasurable speed. 
His hands were like his alchemy. The wars they’ve seen. The babies they’ve carried. The hands 
they’ve held. The tears they’ve dried. The onions they’ve cut. 

His eyes would glisten at our meeting and beckon for me to join him by his side. Together, 


he would cut the onion and I would sit and eat the ,تواریخ؟‎ 


4. Dates 
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Going to the backyard was like entering an entirely different universe. When my brother and I 
entered, we were invincible. 

The creak of the wooden gate swinging would welcome us home with their arms wide open. 
The uneven earth spitting back at us the disheveled tears of soil and vegetation as we confidently 
paraded through the gate.. 

Here, time did not exist. 

Plants grow in every corner, creeping up the fence and crawling across the fallen trunks. 
Peculiar plants greeted us with their coiled stems and unique leaves. To my left, a mulberry tree 
towered over us - a space of solace in the dense, January heat. 

We plucked the weeds by our feet and striked at the stems that gripped the fence. The smell 
of fresh earth and tangy herbs clung to our noses as we explored our universe. We scooped the dirt 
and pulled at the bark, blending the plantation to a mush. We used that mush to make potions, of 
course. Every visit to the backyard brought a different potion made of herbs we couldn’t pronounce 
and leaves we shouldn’t touch. Getting yelled at was worth the magic we could forge. 

Foreign words echoed the gates - “Hey!” - followed by indecipherable dialect. They always 
spot us when we tear at their herbs. Catching each other’s eyes, we let out a private snicker and 
carry on. Our little recipe. Who would have thought so many variations of mudpies existed? 

My brother always defied the season’s declarations of heat. Nothing could stop us. Around 
and around and around he ran, and I followed. We could run for hours and yet have minutes on our 
mind. It was only when the familiar voices returned that time caught up with us. Calling for us, we 
follow the sounds of their voices, running up the stairs and panting dramatically as we wait by their 
door. 


Jidou and Tata always know when you need food. 
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Anyone who knew my Jidou loved my Jidou. 


ERA 
“As straight as an arrow” 


They would say. A small-town man with a colossal soul. He helped his people in any 
way he could. The town’s chef, the town’s worker, the town's father, the town’s friend. 

Jidou grew up with two brothers. One died of gangrene and the other oflife’s heavy 
burden. Jidou loved and lost. Married at 21 and off to war by 22. Jidou was a chef in the 
war. He diced onions, crushed herbs, and distributed rations. He cooked for his people and 
served them loyally. He brought his herbs everywhere. Even when he returned from war, his 
herbs came with him. 

At 45 he lost the love of his life. Nine children, 25 years of marriage and the town’s 
cherished matron. Childbirth. A death made of life. Her love proven to flourish beyond the 
threshold of sentient existence. 

His love grew stronger for his children still, so he fought. He re-married with Tata 6 
years later and brought 4 more lives into the world. But loss was knocking on the door. 

The civil war brought unrelenting destruction. Moving towns and walking miles 
became normal for Jidou and his children. For years he walked along the South and did so 
with the hopes of salvation. Jidou would die before he saw his children open the door to 
war. No more loss. 

Australia could bring this. 

At 55 he held his family’s hands and trusted in his hope. Illiterate, poor and hopeful. 
He left his small town and his people and began the journey. He sent his first 5 children 
over in 1980 with whatever means possible and took the remainder of his children with 
Tata in 1981. 

He found Abercorn Street and sent his children to the local school. Jidou continued 
growing his herbs, loving his children, and serving his people. 


جالس متل السيف 
“As straight as an arrow”‏ 


They said at his 65ji. 


5. South of Lebenon 
6. Funeral 
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Nowadays I take Jidou and Tata’s herbs for granted. My friends said it smelt funny, so I think so 
too. 

My Tupperware carried vine rolls and labneh. No vegemite or crisps. My snacks were egg- 
plant or znoudelsit. No freddo chocolate or fairy bread. 

My clothes smelt of rose water and my garden grew green olives. My name was more than 
four syllables long and needed an encore to be understood. My lunchbox oozed garlic and sumac. 
The scent of herbs following me everywhere I went. 

Tata sent us to school with hand pickled olives, eggplant, and radishes. Our garage not 
filled with tools or toys but jars and herbs. Our shelves were stacked with pickling jars or ferment- 
ing canisters. Every jar and every canister touched and cared for by the hands of Jidou and Tata. 
Almost a year it would take to complete one jar of olives. 30 years of olives, 30 years of pickles and 
30 years of jams were made in Abercorn Street. 

“Where is that from?”, they would say pointing to the lentil soup in my thermos. 

“Jidou and Tata’s”, I would say. Leftovers from the visits. 

The visits where my aunties and uncles would crowd in the living room and listen intently 
to my Jidou as he whispered his sacred words and ate from the jars he prepared and the foods he 
labored over. Regularly we would visit with the mesmerizing smell of herbs and broiling stews that 
reminded us of our people and the fulfilment that was to come. 


Everything smelt perfect. 
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0 
On February Ist, 2012, my Jidou died. 

One week prior, all the cousins and children huddled into his hospital room. Over 20 of us 
in his quarters that were no bigger than 4m by Am. A nurse tried to disperse us to no avail. I don’t 
think we even addressed her existence. Usually loud and shouting, now quiet and contemplative. 
We all stayed still listening to Jidou like the living room visits but now not to his words but to the 
sound of his breaths as he slowly inhaled and exhaled. 

We couldn't smell the tangy herbs anymore that circled the living room and seeped into the 
cushions back home. Instead, the singing scent of chemicals and bleach creeped the halls and filled 
the room. A cold, dry air grasped our lungs. 

I sat on my auntie’s lap and stared, wishing we were in Abercorn Street. I stared while he 
slept and fought the urge to crawl under his limp arm to feel his pats or hold his hand. I tried not to 
but once the welling up started, it wouldn’t stop. 

For a moment he opened his eyes and slowly looked around the room, finding the energy 
to smile in everyone’s direction. Cautiously, he looked to his left and spotted an elaborate bouquet 
with a bird resting in the centre. Taking notice of my tears, he pointed at me amongst the crowd and 
beckoned me over with his wordless gaze. Lifting himself up, he reached for the bird and removed 
it from the bouquet and signed for me to draw nearer. He slowly pinned the bird on my sweater and 
reached for my hand. With whatever energy he had left, he squeezed my hand for the last time in 
both of our lives. 

I was taken home shortly after that. 

When he left, I couldn’t remember the smell of the herbs. I can’t remember the feeling of 
holding his hand. Of being served his foods. Of being patted by his gentle hands. Of his cut onions. 


Ofhis beckoning eyes and his safe embrace. 
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OREGANO 


The last herb Jidou harvested before he died. 
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‘Ad Infinitum’ 
A Collection of Poems 


By Archie Kavanagh Sharman 
POETRY 


Ad Infinitum 


Oh headless man, 


may you keep watch over the immutable surface of the water, 


it repeats itself; forever. 


Oh turbulent master, 

see how the winds may change your perilous thoughts. 
Like a child, who must die, 

learn to forget these winds. 

What will be left when the blue oceans crack? 

Only a pile of sweepings, 


laying upon the floor. 


In the House ofa Stranger 


Across a crowded room: 


there exists a perfect memory, it lasts forever. 
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The Kiss of Fire 


I have not yet seen the sun rise, 
only the fiery stains of its daily death. 
When will it shine upon my eyes, 


this truth which is hidden in stone. 


It has not yet been tamed, this sun of mine. 


I have not learnt how to love. 


But when the trees whisper in ancient tongues, 
I learn of my death. 


The sound of laughter fills the air. 


Nothing is so serious when bells chime in the wind, 


I have forgotten myself, 


and have seen the sun rise. 
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The Wicked March 


Words are spoken, 

Only to wither and decay, 

Like a fruit not yet fully formed, 
Already beginning to rot. 


Passions become labours, 
memories of time. 

The behemoth’s steady tracks, 
make marks in the sand; 


each one a tale of regret. 


Sisyphus 


A pale man sits beside me, shrouded in cloth, 


a choked question escapes from his tired lungs; 
Why have you come to dwell here again? 


My mouth agape tries to answer, 


but no sound is made. 


THE MAGIC OF THE ZINE 
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Man, 
Running 


By Sarvam Khanna 
FICTION 


Y 


Man, Running 


Viktor Kasimov writes poetry on buses: 


When I can breathe again it’s 
sunset lam on the ground and 


the sky ts behind me. 


Nothing he writes means anything, but he writes nonetheless so he doesn’t get lost in the 
slow rumbling of the aging engine he sits atop. Jeevan drives the bus. He has no time for Viktor’s 
bullshit, for the road ahead is full of bumps and twists. It’s the damn government's fault. Nothing 
they’ve done has fixed the potholes Jeevan creaks over every morning and evening. 

Even though Viktor urges them to stop, the potholes keep coming. It’s a nightly routine. If 
he could, he’d smash the window and jump out this very moment, barrel-rolling out and down the 
hill by the side of the road. He’d endure the kookaburra-mockery and the pointing-and-laughing 
sunset just to stop his heart dragging his guts into his throat with every passing bump. 

Viktor has places to be, Jeevan has a bus full of people with places to go. 

Bump. He thinks back to scribbling in his notebook, his feet propped up on the seat and his 
head resting on the window behind, going bump. 

For as long as he could remember, Viktor’s head was full of balloons. He saw images as 
imagery-something to be written down so he wouldn’t forget. There were some things, however, 
that he never could forget, and those that he wished he never did-those bittersweet memories of 
playing hide-and-seek with his brothers, or spending evenings camped out on sand-dunes, 
listening to his father point at stars he had learnt about from a book. 

He distracts himself, focusing instead on the people around him, shadows flicking and 
fluttering on their bald heads and blue suits. Some have beards, some don’t, some are on the 
phone, some read, and some go bump when the bus does. Jeevan, enclosed in his little cage at the 
front of the bus, pays no attention to the oddity of a bus full of bald men. 

1 could draw this, Viktor thinks to himself, twirling his pencil in his hand before 
scribbling a scene in his notebook. His gaze fixates beyond this scene, eyes locking on the 
fluorescence bouncing off the bald head in the seat across the aisle before drifting into a 


slow... bump. 


ع ۴ ۴ 


28 


around a round table and eat in silence, 
occasionally glancing at the empty seat between 
Viktor and his younger brother, Oleg. At one 
point, Viktor attempted to strike up 
conversation, much of which was met with a 
grunt, one syllable responses, or cold silence. 
He gave up long ago, choosing instead to clear 
the table in silence before retiring to his room 
and his no-longer-funny sitcoms. 

Tonight though, he keeps walking, 
hoping that he might find the home he is 
looking for in the woods at the end of his street. 
They beckoned, boundary ferns being weighed 
down by the slow re-beginnings of yesterday’s 
storm, bouncing back up, and waving to Viktor: 


come Join US. 
Stepping gently past the ferns, Viktor feels 


weighed down in 
the wetness of storm clouds long past 
it won t come off my shoes, 
my jeans are caked in mud. 


He can hear his footsteps now, taking 
parts of the sodden earth with him with every 
step, falling into a one-two staccato. The ground 
breathes incomplete breaths as he walks across 
it, as if in fear of an undue entity-going bump in 
between Viktor’s footsteps. When the bumps 
speed up, falling into a steady give-and-take with 
his steps-one, bump, bump, two-he glances 
momentarily behind him, unable to spot the 
source but nonetheless quickening his steps to 
match it. He remembers a story his mother told 
when he was younger: 


“Bad people get exiled to these woods. They 
feed on negative energy. Ifyou re there for long 
enough those trees, you see those over there with 

the roots coming out of the ground. They re out 
of the ground for a reason. When they absorb 
enough negativity, the trees come to life. They 
stalk bad people who walk in the woods at night. 
And they eat them right up. So be good.” 


Viktor dreams in poem-titles and droning sepia, 
a muted sunset washing over a quiescent world. 


The hills run from me 


He dreams of Jeevan, catching an eye in 
the sky, a solemn face looking down, 
protectively, on him and his passengers, before, 
bump, dissipating. The clouds are unsure, he 
assumes, shrugging it off and pulling into his 
final stop. 

In single file, the bald men shuffle off 
the bus, looking around after stepping out like 
they don’t make this trip every evening. They 
each breathe in deeply, once, before heading off 
on their individual long walks home. 

Viktor jolted, dreading the walk of 
shame back from two stops past his own. He 
makes eye contact with Jeevan on his way out, 
thanking him before slipping his notebook 
into his unzipped bag and whipping it onto his 
shoulder. He hurries out, disappearing over— 

“Wait, you dropped something!’ 

Viktor, assuming a businessman had 
dropped his Rolex, continues walking, not 
looking back as Jeevan jogs to catch up. 

The night’s black fingers continue to 
push the sun into submission, stifling the 
unseen kookaburras occupying the sky, the 
trees, and everything in between. Night had well 
and truly fallen before Viktor looked up from 
his feet, having missed the aging dusk. 


رد + 


The next breath Viktor took was not at his 
doorstep. In fact, he had walked right past, only 
slightly hesitating to glance at the Jack of light 
bleeding through the front window, the lack of 
the lively dinner table he was all too familiar with 
from the sitcoms he watched when focus eluded 
him. 

Dinner at the Kasimov household used 
to be ascene. Now, the four ofthem-mother, 
father, and two brothers-sit evenly spaced 
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whispers. He didn’t stop running when it 
sounded like the trees were closing in on him, 
when their roots swaddling the untouched 
ground opened their jaws for him. Even then, 
even running through suffocation, 
senselessness, he heard steady footsteps beating 
behind. 

When he stopped falling, all he could 
think was to keep running. 

Bump. 


۴ ۴ 


Viktor had asked himself, many times, who it 
was he was running from, settling on the absurd 
notion that his mother’s far-fetched fables were, 
in fact, correct. Or maybe it was nothing. 

Nonetheless, he had to escape. 
Realising he had left his jumper with his bag, 
Viktor felt a cool breeze carrying him out of the 
dark. The ground, now, dried out like the desert 
air, had given way to something new-cracked 
earth expanses under a navy-grey sky. 

Behind him, the woodland beck- 
ons—‘come back vik-tor.’ Finally, he can see 
again, but listens for a faint bump that never 
comes. He bends over, hands on his knees, 
trying to catch a breath. 


The rains are long forgotten, 
but my footprints leave the ground, 
and my jeans leave my ankles, 
wet. Ad infinitum. 


In this moment, Viktor was alone. 

He almost missed the cacophony in his 
ears, crunching leaf-litter mulch, the creeping 
forest. 

Silence. The ground seemed to soften 
the more Viktor walked on it, his steps slowly 
reducing to a padded nothingness, his breaths 
dissipating into the wide air. If someone were 
right behind him, stalking, there was no way 
Viktor could know. He turns his head every few 


Is he, now, being pursued by a 
malcontent shrubbery, creeping around on its 
roots’ tiptoes? As the steps pick up speed, he 
drops his bag behind a bush, pulling out his 
phone and noticing— 

my notebook. 

Stopping in his tracks, he empties his 
bag, leaving old snack-wrappers and discarded 
receipts on the floor around it- 

where ts it? 

The footsteps have surrounded him 
by now, their muted bumps giving way to a 
more sinister *vek-tor, vik-tor. Whispers echo 
through the woodland depths. Leaving his bag 
and the unceremoniously littered pile of its guts 
behind, Viktor runs deeper into the woods, 
hoping the other side was closer than he 
remembered. As far as he could assume, the 
trees did not take kindly to strangers crunching 
their leaves and roots in the late-night. 

As he ran, the night’s navy-blue fog 
gave way to a pure blackness. There was no 
sound but his footsteps and laboured breathing. 
Having passed the wet and the mud, Viktor ran 
now on compacted soil protected above by the 
interlocked fingers of wordlessly 
communicating foliage. Wherever there was 
a gap in the vines, allowing a single moon-ray 
through, he heard his name: 00 

This was dirt that had not in millennia 
seen the light of day, or been showered in its 
absence. This was a primal place, where Viktor 
did not belong. 


OO 


Time moves slow, and balloon strings fray. 
Maybe he’d remember why he was here when he 
wasn’t bathed in pitch. 


ex 


Viktor didn't stop running when the light gave 
out, or when he stopped hearing wooded 
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Maybe tonight I 
drown. 
When I stop walking the hourglass turns and 
with it, and the sand with me. 


As ifon cue, the world shifted again, 
Viktor’s raised his arm, as if waiting for some 
unseen lifeguard to save him. Fixed looking 
upwards now, counting individual stars. 
Recognising the four points of the Southern 
Cross, with lonely Venus just off to the side, 
Viktor sighs. His arm grows weary. 


o 


His body, now suspended inside a sandy 
cocoon, has stopped sinking, no longer dragged 
down by its own weight. When Viktor closes his 
eyes, he can feel his individual breaths, his lungs 
inhaling air from far-stretching underground 
networks made up of the gaps between 
individual sand particles. Each breath goes 
deeper, invisible hands reaching further into the 
dunes’ untouched respiratory system. They pull 
out what salvageable oxygen they can, only for it 
to be expelled shortly after with a slight 
disturbance of the sand around his nose. 

His heartbeats, now the only thing he 
can hear, go bump in his throat. 


ع + + 


Viktor stopped thinking eons ago. In his stasis, 
he composed epics, never to be heard, and titled 
each with a moment from his life. Each sonnet 
he wrote contained one line for every word he 
hadn’t spoken in his short life. The haikus, 
millions, reflected individually on every person 
he had met, every notion he had felt. 

Viktor finds thinking in images a more 
constant anchor in the darkness than any light 
could be. 
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steps, nonetheless. Just to make sure. 

Viktor’s thoughts quickly fill the silent 
atmosphere, reminding him of the last time he 
was here. 


rx 


At the time, he walked with Oleg, calling out for 
help in the expansive sand dunes. He held his 
youngest brother when he realised they were 
lost. 

“Where’s Max, Vikki?’ 

“We'll find him in the morning.” 

When night fell, he wrapped Viktor 
jacket around Oleg’s slight frame. The two 
stood at the woods’ outskirts-the boundary 
between sand and soil-as if waiting for Max to 
make his grand appearance. 

He always was the best at 
hide-and-seek. 

“But he’s all alone...’ 

‘We'll find him in the morning, Oleg.’ 


OO 


Bump. 
Fuck. 

The sky bobbed slightly as Viktor ran 
through it, filling the air around him in waves 
like viscous fluid, growing thicker with each 
forward movement. As he took larger and larger 
steps, his feet sinking deeper with each and 
digging up more and more sand on the way up, 
Viktor slowed, realising now that his pants were 
caked up to the knee in silty residue. 

Unable to lift his leg now, he digs at the 
sand enclosing his leg, ignoring the particles 
jamming themselves underneath his fingernails, 
as the world floats slowly upwards. Digging 
more frantically, now around his waist, Viktor’s 
muscles tense. He remembered Oleg, now 
alone in the quiet house, probably struggling 
with the homework Viktor had promised to help 
him with. 


Viktor’s shoulder, pivoting its body to turn 
towards him, he instinctively shrinks into the 
corner ofthe park bench, recognising a familiar 
face, deep-set in ahead surrounded by loose- 
leaf hair, smiling. 

For-geuing something? Vik-tor?’ 

this ts just a dream it's just a dream it's 


Just a dream 


é 


You dropped this, Vik-tor‘ 

With its hand outstretched, it offers 
Viktor his notebook, only slightly soiled but 
otherwise intact. 

‘Wh-who are you?” 

Weprotea those who are l-ost. You are 
lost, Vik-tor. There ts nowhere l-efi to run.” 

Slowly taking his notebook from the 
creature, Viktor turns it in his hands, opening it 
to a familiar bus seat. The same one he sits in 
every evening, watching the sun set and 
scribbling meaningless musings in this very 
notebook. 

A voice he hadn’t heard in years chimes 
in, from just outside Viktor’s periphery. 

Could it be? 

“Hi, Vikki.’ 

“You know, I visited Oleg last night, but 
I don’t think he remembered me.’ 

Viktor, ignoring the chatterings of 
the bald men around him, and the notebook 
clutched in his left hand, stares into his younger 
brother’s eyes. 

“How are you— 

“You look different. I liked you better 
with a baby face.’ 

The sun slows down in its setting 
journey, almost as if peeking over the horizon 
at Viktor wordlessly pulling his brother into his 
chest. It suspends pink streaks between grey 
clouds, holding its breath until Viktor releases 
Max, before exhaling and dipping out of sight. 

“You should visit more...” 

“You should sleep more, Vikki.’ 

Bump. 
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my eyes blink frog-like, 
one ata time. Down the stream 
chrysanthemums bloom. 


It is in this moment that Viktor eases 
the tension in his shoulders, unclenching his 
jaw. Has he escaped? 


Am I free? 


With every passing second the thought 
of what he was running from fades, sand 
compacted by the constant passing-by of ants’ 
feet muffling the sound of his heart-beat bumps. 
After a certain point, Viktor’s heart stopped, 
but he refused to let his mind go with it. 

Time passed; kookaburras laughed. He 
assumed so, at least. 


sound travels 
no matter where you are, 
you can always hear kookaburras. 


The next time Viktor opened his eyes, he was 
on a park bench that had seemingly apparated 
onto the sand. His eyes widened briefly, before 
he could even blink, seeing his once-pursuer 
sitting across from him, one arm draped across 
the backrest, looking forward as if it didn’t 
notice him. 

Viktor noticed a knotted mass of 
branches, twigs, and vines on the seat across 
from him, stretched out over a humanoid form 
like sinew, wrapping itself around until no 
semblance of a man remained underneath. It 
seemed fused to the bench it sat on, which in 
turn grew wild beneath its neatly carved surface, 
planted in the desert sand. Viktor remembered 
his mother’s story—was this being, now, 
formulating a recipe for a rather unappetisingly 
sweaty meal? 

As its wooden digits extends towards 


+ + 


Viktor looks around, exhaling upon realising the seat next to him was empty. As he fades into con- 


sciousness, he scribbles, thoughtless: 


When I can breathe again it’s 
sunset | am on the ground and 

the sky is behind me, 

the hills run from me, 

the rain pours 
When I look up my feet 
are weighted by storm-clouds: 
what won’t come off my shoes, 
cakes my jeans in mud and debris, and what will 
flows off in rivulets. 

The rains are long forgotten, 
but my footprints leave the ground, 
and my jeans leave my ankles, 
wet. In perpetuity. 
Maybe tonight I will 
drown 
when 1 stop walking 
the hourglass turns and I with it 
and its sands with me. 

My eyes blink one ata time, 
frog-like. Downstream, 
chrysanthemums bloom. 


‘Last stop!’ 

Jeevan sat, enclosed in his little cage, nodding at each bald man as they stepped off the bus 
in single file, each taking a moment to breathe in the crisp evening air before setting off on their 
long walks home. Viktor steps 
gingerly down the aisle at the back of the line, still chewing on his pencil. 

“Thank you.’ 

Jeevan nods, smiling slightly at Viktor. Getting people home is his job, and it’s one he takes 


very seriously. 
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Thank you for supporting Plinky Plonky by downloading this PDF, 
contributing content or watching our stuff via YouTube. 
We strive to offer a hodgepodge of content each season this year, 
each in a variety of mediums coming from different voices, so if you’d 
like to express interest in collaborating, you can contact us here: 


Instagram: @plonkyplonkyfeatures 
Gmail: plinkyplonkyfeatures@gmail.com 
Youtube: plinkyplonkyfeatures 
Spotify: The Plinky Plonky Spotlight (Podcast) / Plinky Plonky (Playlists) 


We’d love to hear from you! 
Thank you again, much love and see you in soon... 
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